East and that our correspondent Richard Capell, who had unluckily been pinned down in Cairo while I had been having all the fun, was due to accompany it. I therefore felt very hesitant about "muscling in" on a Greek expedition, however small and unimportant it might be.
What the devil was " Towanbucket" ? After much patient secret service work, I found that one suggestion was a march by a battalion of the Highland Light Infantry to the pass of Thermopylae, with the vague idea of cutting off the German retreat and creating an historical parallel, in reverse, to the feat of Leonidas and his 300 Spartans. For some inexplicable reason everybody thought I was just the man to march with the gallant Highlanders on this crackbrained expedition. Thermopylae's sepulchral strait did not appeal to me in the least, yet somehow "Towanbucket" began to exercise the hypnotic influence of a snake over a rabbit.
Nigel Dugdale, as usual, was immensely helpful and encouraging. When I volunteered for this unknown enterprise, with many other correspondents, there was the usual business of balloting for half a dozen places. I lost in the ballot, but, in some unexplained way, Nigel managed to wangle me into the party. Then, after all, it emerged that there was to be no march to Thermopylae, but something else.
Before we had our sailing orders a new and serious anxiety arose. Lucas, because of his accreditation to the R.A.F., had made separate arrangements, and suddenly left by air for an unknown destination. We suspected that he might be going to Greece, and getting in first.
After many alarms and excursions, false starts and false scents, the whole party of Army correspondents—myself among them, was dumped into a transit camp at Bari. I remember an infinitely sad moment there. One member of our party, a towering, quiet-spoken South African named Picter Lessing, who represented the Exchange Telegraph agency, had been tenderly nursing a bottle of whisky ever since he left Rome. He intended to live on it for an indefinite period, no doubt occasionally doling it out to his friends. He refused to risk it in his baggage, and carried it about everywhere like a new-born baby.iberation of Greece was to come from the Middle.ain road, wasd to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
